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off and changed my socks. It was the night of the
R.A.F. ball at Baghdad and all the Vimy pilots had
brought over their Mess kit for it. Mealing put on his
dancing pumps. The ground was now tolerably dry
where we were, and we spread our valises and slept.
Mine was about the driest, as I had been on an island
in the flood and had rolled it up before the water got
to it much.

Next morning dawned clear and fine. During the
night high white cloud in small drifts had passed across
the moon on a westerly wind, but had faded away.
The wind was now west and following. After about
an hour's work, the bog having dried somewhat, we
got Glover out, but he had used up a lot of petrol run-
ning up his engines. Goodwin was in doubt whether
one Vimy should not go back to L.G. V and fetch more
petrol; but the disadvantage was that so much more
petrol would be used up in flying the 50 miles there
and back. So in the end he decided that we should all
push on to L.Cr. I, land there and see how much petrol
we had, and then decide what to do: whether to redis-
tribute it, or for one Vimy to go into Ramadi and fetch
some out,

Point i\ miles West of L.G. IV to Point near L.G. I.,
We left the ground last, the other two Vimys flying on
ahead, I had some fresh socks and shoes on, as my
flying boots were too absolutely sodden to put on again.
My leather coat was partly dry, and I was not feeling
any the worse for my experience the day before. It
was a fresh sunny morning, with a wet, clear-washed
blue sky after the intense rain, and a west wind. The
desert looked a marvellous sight, one mass of lakes and
pools, reflecting the clear blue of the sky, and in the